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CHAPTER L

Chip was very tired. All that long
June day, sinea Tim's harsh, “"Come,
out wid yo." had roused her to dally
toil, uvatll now, wearied and disconso-
Iate, she had cropt, barefool, up the
back stairs to hor roomn, not one mo-
ment's rest or one kindly word had
beon hors

Below, Ie the ome lving room of
Tim's Place, the men were grouped
playing eards, nnd the mediey of thelr
oaths, thelr launghter, the thump of
knuckles on the bare table, and the
pungent odor of plpes, reached her
through the floor eracks. Oulside the
fireflles twinkled above the slow.run-
ning river and slong the stump-dotted
hillside. Close by, a few pigs dozed
contentedly in thelr radely construct
ad sty

A servant to those scarce At for
worvants, a meninl at the bock and call
of all Tim's Place, and laboring with
the men In the fefis, Chip, a girl of
almost 16, felt hor soul revolt at the
fith, the brutality, the coarse oxiat
ence of those whose slave she was,

And what a group they were!

First, Tim Connor, the owner and
snaster of thig ohule In the wilderness,
60 miles from the nearest settiement;
his brother, Mike, ns coarse; thelr
riven and 4 half a ddzen children who
played with the pigs. squealed as often
for food, and were left to grow up the
samo way: and Plerre Lubec, the hired
man, completed the score,

There was another transient resl
dent here, an old Indian named To
mab, who came with the snow, and
deserted his hut below on the river
bank when spring unlocked that
stream,

Two occenslona)l visltors also came
here, both even more objectionable to
Chip than Tim and his family. One
wis her father, known to her to be an
outlaw and escaped murderer In hid:
ing: the other a halfbroed named
Poldue, but knowa as One-Eyed Pete,
a trapper and hunter whose abode was
a log cabin on the Fox Hole, ten miles
away. His fnee was horribly scarred
by n wildeat's claws; one eye-socket
was emply; his lips, ehin, and protrud-
ing teeth were nlways tobacco stained.
For three months gpow, he had made
weekly culls at Tim's Place, In pursult
‘of Chip. His woolng, as might be ex-
pected, had been a persistent leering
at her with his one ainister eye, oft-
repoated innuendoes and Insinuations
of lascivious uature, searce understood
by her, with now and then attempled
famillarity, These advances had met
with much the same reception onece
accorded bim by the wildcat.

Both these visitors were now with
the group below, That fact was of no
fnterest to Chip, except in connection
with a more pertinent one—a long con-
feronce she had observed between
d¢hem that day. What It was about,
she could not guess, and yot some
queer intultion told her that it con
cerned her, Ordiparily, she would
have sought sleep In her box-on-legs
bed; now she crouched on the floor,
fistoning.

For an hour the game and lls med-
oy of sounds continued; thon cessa-
tion, the tramp of heavily shod feet,
the light extingulshed, and finally—
pillence. A few minutes of this, and
then the sound of whispered converse,
low yet distinet, reached Chip from
outside. Cautiously she crept to her
window,

“I gif you ene hunerd dolMars now,
for ze gnl," Pete was saying, “an' one
fiunerd more when you fotch her”™

“It's three hundred down, 1've told
o, or we don't do business,” was her
fathor's anewer, In almost n hiss,

A pailn lke & kuife plercing her
honrt came to Chip.

“But s'pose she run away ! came In
Pela'n voloe.
“What, 60 miles to a seltlement?
Yon must be a damn fool!™

“An’ if she no mind me?™
{ “Wal, thrash her then; she's youra"

“But I no gif so much™ parieyed
: “1 gif you ouefeefty now, an'
hunerd when she come.”
“You'll give what | may, and be
about It, or I'll take her out to-
and youll never mee her
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shone brighter, and as Chip looked out
upon the otheral silvered view, away
to the right she saw the dark opening
into the old tote rond, Up this they
had brought her, oight years before,
Nevor since had she traversed 1t; and
yot, as she looked at It mow, an in-
spiration born of her father's sneer
camea (o her,

It was a desperate chance, a fool-

T —

to thelr ghostly Influences, They fol-
lowed the hunter and trapper day aad
night, luring him Into safely or danger,
as they chose, They were everywhere,
and In countless numbers, ready aad
gure to avengo all wrongs and reward
all virtues, They had a Chieftaln also,
a groat white spectre who came forth
from the north In winter, and swept
across the wilderneas, spreading death
and terror.

To Chip, educated only in the fan-
tastie lore of Old Tomah, these terrors
now became insanity breeding. BShe
could not turn back—beiter death
among the spites than slaving to the
half-breed; and so, faint from awful
fear, gasping from miles of ruaning,
she stumbled on. And now a little
hope came, for the road bent down be-
side the river, and Ita low voleo seemed
a ward of cheer. Into {ts eool depths
she could at least plunge and die, as a
last resort.

Soon an opening showed ahead, and
A bridge appeared. Here, for the fArst
time, on this vantage point, she halted.

hardy step—a journey so appalling, so
almost hopeless, she might wall hesl-
tate; and yel, escape thal way WwWas
her one chance, Only a moment longer |
she walted, then gathering hor few be-

akirt and jacket fashioned from Tim's
castoff garments, a fur cap, and soft
felt hat—sho thrust them into & solled
plllow-case and cropt down the stalrs
Onee out, ghe looked about, listened,
then darted up the hillside, atralght
for the tote road entrance. Here sho
paused, put on her wmoecasing, and
looked back

The moon. now above the treetlops,
ghone full upon Tim's Place, softening
and sllvering all Its ugliness and all
fta sqgualor. Away to the left stood
Tomah's hut, across the river, a shin-
ing path bright and rippled.

In sapite of the awful drend of her

Here she had at Jeast boen fed and
mah had shown her kindness, Oh, If
he were only In his hut now, that she
might go and waken him softly, and
beg him to take her in his cance and
speed down the river!

But no! only her own desperate

courage would now avail, and realizing
that this look upon Tim's Place waa

eled road lay ahead of her! BSixly

tures, yollow-syed and sharpfanged!
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longings—a pair of old shoes, the moc- | faint ripple of silver,
casine Old Tomah had given her, a| oonld soe

situation and the years of her hard,

unpald, and ofttimes cursed toil, a|
pang of regret now eame to her. This ‘
was her homa, wretched as it wans,

warmed in winters, and here Old To- |

The Ever Present Menace

the last ane, she turned and fled down
the path. Sixty miles of stony, bush-
encunmbered, brier-grown, seldom-trav-

miles through the somber silonce and

With only a sickeaing, soul-nause
aftng fate awaliing ber at Tim's Place,

How thriee blessed those knotted logs
now sweemed! Shea hugged and patted
them In abject gratitude, She crawled
to the edge and looked over into the
dark, gurgling water, Up above lay a
Here, also, she
the moon almost at the
genith, and a few flickering stars,

A trifle of cournge and renawal of
| hope now came, Her face und bands
worn scratched and bleeding, clothing
torn, feot and legs black with mud.
But these things she neither noticed
nor felt—only that blessed bridge of
logs that gave hor safety, and the
mooan that bade her hope,

Then she bhegan to count her
chances. This Iandmark told her that
five miles of her aesperate Jjourney
had been coversd and she was still
allve. She bogan to caloulate. How
soon wounld her osoape be discovered,
and who would pursue her? Only
Pete, her purchaser, she felt sure, and
there was a possible chance that he
might return to his cabin before doing
0. Or perhaps he might sleep Iate,
and thus give her one or two hours
more of time,

And now cheered by this trifling
hope and lessening sense of dAnger,
her past lifo came back., Her child
hood in a faroff settioment; the home
always In a turmoll from the strange
ment and women ever coming and go-

of a Wilderness Assailad Her,

Ing; the drinking, swearing. singing,
at all hours of the night, her constant
fear of them and wonder who they
were and why they came. There were
other features of this disturbed life:
frequent quarrels between her father
and mother; curses, toars, and some-
times blows, until at last after s night

now, a8 she Iay there on tkis one fiat
spot of socurity—the bridgo—and lis-
tened to the river's low murmur.

All through hor mad fight the wilder-
ness had been ghostly and spectrai in
the moonlight: now It had become lost
in Inky blackness, yet allve with de-
moniae volees. All the gohlin forma
and hideoun shapes of Old Tomah's
faney were rushing and leaping about.
Now high op in the treetops, now deep
In the bollows, they scroamed and
shrieked and moaned,

And now, just as this florce battle of
ponnd and speotral shape was at ita
worst, and Chip, & hopeless, helpless
mite of humanity, erouched low upon |
the bridge, suddenly a viclous growl
renched her, and ralsing her head she
sAaw at the bLridge's end two gleaming
eyos!

CHAPTER 11,
Martin Frisble and his nephew Ray
mond Stetaon, or Ray, were cutling |
houghs and carrying them (o two tents |
standing in the mouth of & bush:
choked opening Into the forest. In
front of this Angle, Martin'ae wife, was
placing tin dishes, knives and forks
upon a low table of boards. Upon the
bank of a broad, slow-running stream,
iwo canoos were drawn out, and hailf-
way between these and the table o
camp-fire burnt.
Here Lovl, Martin's guide for many
trips into this wilderness, was also ve-
cupled, Intently watehing two palls de
pending from honding wambecks, a
coffecpol hanging from another, and
two fryilngpuns, whose sputtoring con-
tents gave forth an enticing odor,
Twilight wan just falling, the river
murmured In low melody, and o few
rods above a small rill enterod it, add.
Ing n more musical tnkle.
Soon Levl deftly awung one of the
palls away from the fame with a hook.
stick and spenred a potato with a fork.
“Bupper rendy.” he called; and then
an the rest sealed themselves at the
table, he advanced, carrying the pail
of steaming hot potatoes on the hooked
stick and the frylng-pun in his other
hand.
The meal had scarce begun when a
erackling In the undergrowth back of
the tent wag heard, and on the Instant
there emerged a girl. Her clothing
was In shreds, her face and hands
were black with mud, streaks of blood
showed across cheek and chin, and her
cyes were florce and sunken.
“For God's sake give me suthin' ta
eat,” she sald, looking from one to an.
other of the astonished group. “I'm
damn near starved—only a bite,” she
andded, sinking to her knees and ex:
tending hor hands, “T hain't eat noth:
in' but roots 'n’ berries for three days."”
Angle was the first to recover
“Here," she sald, hastily extending her
plate, “take this'
Without n word the starved creature
grasped It and began eating as only »
desperate, hungry animal would, while
the group watched her.

“Don’t hurry 80, exclaimed Martin
whose wits had now returned. “Here,
take this cup of coffee.”

Soon the food vanlshed and then the
gir]l arose. “Bit down again, my pool
child,” entreated Angle, who had ob
served the strange scene with molsi
eyes, “and tell us who you are and
where you came from,"

“My name's Chip,” answerad the
girl, bluntly, “an’ I'm runnin® away
from Tim's Place, ‘cause dad sold me
to Pete Boldue.”

“Sold—you—to—Pote—Boldue,” ex
claimed Angie, looking at her wide
oyed. “"What do you mean?™
“He did, zartin,” answered the girl

laconleally. “I heerd ‘em makin' the
bargain, ‘n’ "I fetched three hundred
dollars."

Martin and his wife exchanged
glances.

“Well, and then what? continued
Angle.

“Wal, then [ walted a apell, til!
they’d turned in” explained the girl
“and then I 1Nt out. 1 knowed 'twas &0
miles to the settlement, but ‘twas
moonlight 'n' I chanced it. I've had
an awful time, though, the spites hes
chased me all the way. | was jist
makin’' a nestle when I seed yer light,
' I crept through the brush 'm
peeked. 1 seen yo wa'n't nobody from
Tim's Place, 'n' then | cum out. |
guess you've saved my lfe. 1 was
gittin’' digsy.”

It was a brief, blunt story whose di
rectness bespoke truth; but It revealed
such a plgety state of morality st thh
Tim's Place that ths little group ol
astonished listeners could scarce finish
supper or cease watching this much
solled girl

“And so your name is Chip,” queried
Angle al last. “Chip what?™

“Chip MeGuire,” answered the wall
quickly; “only my real name ain'l
Obip, it'a Vera; but they've allus called
me Chip at Tim's Place.”

“And your father sold you to this
man ™

“He did, 'n’ he's & damn bad man,”
“He killed some
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Heow Young Lawyer Carried Comfort als

to Convicted Client, -

T of the happy homes of to-day in & vaet
ooy m of s | fund of information as to the best methods'
prominent Baltimor: lawyer, who, like | Of promoting health and bappiness and
mest young Attornuys, got his first | right living and knowledge of the world's
canc by assignment from the bench. | best products,

His cliemt had been indicted for mur- m of m excellence .“
der, and his convietion was a fore- rensonable claims truthfully presonted
gone conclusion, as his gulit was un- o
avestioaable, and which have attained to world.-wide
The result of the trial was s sdn- | Seceptance through the approval of the
tenee to be hanged: but the man | Well-Informed of the World; not of indi-
made an appeal to the governor for & | viduals only, but of the many who have
pardon and was anxiously awalting & | the happy facul selecting obtaine
reply thereto when his lawyer visited lnﬂhlhﬂlhlz:ummd
him In his cell. One of the i of h " of
“l got good news for yon—very
good news!® the young lawyer said, | known component parts, an Ethioal
grasping the man's hand. remedy, approved by physicians and com-
“Did the governor—is it a pardon?™ | mended by the Well-Informed of the
the man exclaimed joyounly. World as & valuable and wholesome family
laxative is the well-known Syrup of Fige
and Elixir of SBenna. To got it beneficial
offects always buy the genuine, manue

"Well, no. The fact (s the governor
refunes to Interfere. But an unecle-cf
factured by the California Fig Syrup Co.,

vours has died and left you $200, and
you will have thoe satisfaction of know-
fng that yvour lawyer got pald, you

know,” was the comforting explans | vnly, and for sale by all leading druggiste..
tion,

Sheor white goods, In mct, nny ODg |
wash goods when new, owe much of |

their attractiveness to the way t!wr| P vals by

are laundered, this belng done In & |

munner 1o enhance thelr textile beau- mms t:ruml.l:‘“- .
O wlering w " " y also re Die=

t:-.'. H ' laundering would be equal { ke daany oyt

ly satlsfactory il proper attention was dlpﬂmmhn'ﬂ.w“

given 1o statehing, the first essential Eaung. A perfect reme

edy for Diszlness, Naws
»en, Drowsiness, Had
Taste inthe Mouth, Conte
ed Tongue, Pain in the

being good Starch, which has sufficient
strengih to stiffen, without thickening
the goods. Try Deflance Starch and

you will ba pleasantly surprised at the | Blde, TORPVID LIVER.
improved appearance of your wotk. | They reguiate the Howels. Purely Vegelable.

- SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Ingenious, But Ul‘!l\‘;ll]nﬂ.
Wilton, the fiveyearold son of Genuine Must Bear
Fac-Simile Signature

Lackaye, the actor, has Inherited the

brilllant mind for which his father is
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

distingulrhoed
Not long ago Mr, and Mrs, Lackaye,

New and Liberal Homestead

Regulations in

who spent the summer at Shelter

Island Helghts, were Invited to attend
a card party and the young son was
anxious to accompany them.

His mother insiated that he should
remalin gt home with Mary, his gov.
ernoss, but Willon persisted and as o
final argument he aald

“Mamma, I think Mary {8 a Chris
tian Sclentist, nnd | might be taken
sick In the nlght™
The argument wns not effective,

New Districts Now Opened lfor Settiement

Some of the choleost
landa in the grain grows
ing belis of Saskarche
wan and Alberta hawe
rocently been opened
tor setitlement under
the Hevised Homestond
Rogulations of
Thousands of home
stoads of 1o acros cach
wre now available, The new regulations make M
possible for eatry to be made by prony, the am
tunity that many in the Uaited Sistes have

Very Much Alike,

“Sew here Pit,” sald his employer,
“didn't you tell me that when you
wis out west the Iudians scalped you?
and now you have your hat off | see |
you have an extraordinnry quantity of |

’ p— 1 y i) 't | walting for. Any member of & family may make
hair! \u.u certainly told me so, didn't | Satey for any other member of the (amily, who
you, Pat?" be wttitied 10 makes entry for himsell or he

Eniry may now be ade before the Agent or Gabs
Agent of the District by prosy, lobh certain eal
tisna) by the father, mother. sog, daugbter, brothes
of sister of intending homesteader,

“ANy @Y ) 4 ] A
:AM{H Mailoba or the North West Proviness,
LIT ng & At 08, not rewerved, may bo homes

™ by any person (e sale head of 4 family.
or nals over (Vyears ol age. to the extent of va
quarier section, si 18§ arrem, Diore oF lees. "

“O1 did sor,” answered Pat, “but O l
bear In moind now that [t was me
brudder, Molke. It's thot much we be
alofke, that Ol think O'm Molke an'
Molke be me."

With ammooth ftron and Deflance
Btarch, you can launder your shirt-
walst just ns well at home as the
steam lanndry can; It will have the
proper stiffness and finlsh, there will
be less wear and tear of the goods,
and it will be n positive pleasure to
use a Starch that does not stick to the ]
fron. |

The tes ln each case will be finoe  Chirohes,
sohools and markets convenient. Healthy clinsaies
splendid crops and good laws. Graie-growing

| wttie ralcing principal industries,

For tarther particulios as 1o rates, roules, best

time to go and where 1o locate, apply te

| 2.5, CRAWFORD, 129 W, Niath 81, Kansas Cliy, Mag
L. J.BROUONTON, Neam 433 Quincy Bldg.. Chicnge, HL

ASTHMATICS

Better Than Gifts ;f—F_or‘tunc. READ THIS

The gifis of fortune are often taken ;ml ‘".3’”‘""‘.7"",":';"% w.:t:l b:lu.-
away as speedily as they came; but 5‘&:’: m;mrﬁﬁ.&‘fmﬁa‘mm

strength of mind and personal nobility :
are possessions which survive the ex.
tornal cireumstances of life and 1T
it into grander planea—Haliburton

Chﬂrfulﬁms doubles the offective-
ngss of personality. . It enables one |

to use the power he already posscuses. | 'EFI‘..‘ 3'“.0

Gloom clogs the whoeels.—Bmiles.

Buy a Good Farm Now

Dr. C. F. Simmons Is Offering the People of This
Section the Greatest Opportunity They
' Ever Had to Own a Beautiful
Truck or Fruit Farm.
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Why Not Buy Now at Practically Mo Cost to You. The Chance May
Never Come Your Way Again.

Mr. W. N. Hutto, the well known gentleman of Jacksboro, Texas,

wrien Jnckaboro, Texss, Peb. 98, 1907.

. €. P, Simmons, San Antosio, Texas.
34 Bir;—1 'llu\':m returned from Alascoss County, where I

r
went for t of investigat your 85,000-acve ranch
I uﬁmumdmrﬂotwuw and
125
s e e, 502 e B
pn-ibl- to do wi that time,
every ariesian the exoept the in
ta
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The girl looked abashed. “I guess 'z m
mdmumau-uq‘uu N in
& nasty-looking man as Peta,” she 1e-| : o
spondod. “He terbaccer 'n' lots ; g
it driszie
oo
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